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to assert his baneful influence over others. 


later, res 


HAVE YOU EVER NOTICED P—No. 5. 
NN 


(2) 1s the very joker who is always certain to be found téte-a-téte 
with the most attractive women in the shadiest and snuggest 
corners of any house he honours with his presence? 


‘1) Have youever noticed that the old famil friend, jesce’ 
In personally supervise your dawnin man heod, Nene lnvachiy 
bia and who invariabl 

‘ps his advice with, “ Above all, ay boy, beware of the woenen 1" 


AND CONDUCTED BY GILBERT DALZIEL. 
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A MAY MEETING INCIDENT. 


“It is really too bad of Dad. In a man of genius like himself, the world is willing to condone a good deal, but he really should know better than 

a c r As you are aware, both Aunt Geeser and Uncle Boffin make a point of visiting town during the May Meetings, but on 

e nal ods ae of their arrival the latter foolishly assented to my wretched parent's proposal to accompany him to Exeter Hall. Auntie, who started a little 
they never came near the place until she met them on emerging, in a condition that had better be left to the imagination." —Toorsiz. 


A BARBER ON HORSEBACK. 


THE career of Dick Keele, who was hanged on December 
1713, is related with charming brevity by his bio- 


er. 
hard Keele was bound prentice to a barber in Win- 
chester, and behaved so well that he received his master's 
daughter in marriage, but, after seven or eight years, aban- 
doned her for another woman, who had an annuity of tifty 
a. Subsequently, he kept company with one Isobel 
homas, a soldier's wife, whom he aided in many robberies, 
and for whom he was clapped into Newgate. He was next 
tried for blasphemy, and sentenced to stand in the pillory 
at Charing Crass and Temple Bar, and to suffer imprison- 
ment for a year. 

Regaining his liberty, he stole a coat and two perriwizs, 
for which he was burned in the hand, and ordered to hard 
labour in Bridewell for twelve months. 

With two men called Lowther and Houghton, he was 
taken there, but when about to be ironed they rebelled. 
Houghton was shot dead, Lowther badly wounded, and 
Keele had one of ie ores shot out. Whilst he was in 
prison he was maintained by Isabel Thomas, and lived on 
the best. She was a notorious thief, had been married to 
many husbands, and was burnt several times in the hand, 
but was at last tried, condemned and executed for theft. 

Shortly after this Dick took to the road, and several 
stories of his doings exist, but they are not worth relating. 


154 


This one, however, may pass muster: “Being well mounted, and 
accoutred with sword anc pistol, he met an officer, lately a trades 
mau, on Hounslow Heath. Keele gave him the word of command, 
‘Stand and deliver!’ Ile was indeed ata stand, and nota little 
frightened ; but, suppo<ing the colour vf his coat would inspire 
Dick with fear, said, ‘Don't vou see whose livery | wear?’ ‘See 
whose livery you wear?’ replied Dick ; ‘are you a footman?’ And 
the saucy rascal, finding the man of war had no more money than 
courage about him, he stripped off his cont, waistcoat and small 
clothes and left him shivering in the wind,” 

But the end was cluse at hand. He was taken into custody and 
put upon his trial, and he and Lowther, who was taken with him, 
were sentenced tu death. Through the influence of his sister, who 
tived under the protection of a nobleman, he was confident that he 
should obtain a pardon, but he was miserably disappointed. 

“ict may be proper to remark,” says his biographer, “that it was 
his custom to t of all manner of wickedness, and to say that, 
cshould he ever come under sentence of death, he would never 
oehave himself similar to the generality of those in that condition ; 
that he should never confess his crimes, shed a tear or show the 

contrition or uneasiness. But when he came to that situa- 
tion, he was neither without his dread nor the expression o! 
awful foreboding.” 

In fact, he saivelled and wept and trembled, and died like a cur, 
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BILLIAM THE BLOODSTAINED. 
ANNOTATED BY ALEXANDRY THE BLOODLESS BOY, 


Cuapter I.—(Contianed.) 

All of a sudden a dozen hands seized the fiery-orbed boy by what 
is commonly called the scruff of the neck. The next moment they 
were mopping the deck of the quay with him, whilst at the same 
time administering what-for-falary with an iron-tipped toe. 

Bi : we ae ae, By a] Me sony. steed. more 
proper ing, trying to conceal himself in an empty hen-coop, 
was a Totty browed, noble-featured youth, savas known as 
Bloodless Bill, They had him out by the leg, and together with 
the future saviour of Matabeleland, bumped, jostled and bruised 
his miserable remains till he stood on the deck of an unknown 


At that moment the vessel began to plough its way across the 
trackless ocean. “ Are we,” murmured the fiery-orbed boy, “all 
right for Buluwayo? I go to her succour.” “I thought you was 
the chaps missin’ from Bluffkin’s Burlesque Co. You're to be the 
two nigger minstrels, so the sooner you mug up and get into the 
business the better. Here, Bill, give these ‘ere swabs a ce thick 
coating of tallow grease and burnt cork, and rub it well in.” 


e * ° * e 
Seven days have passed. Seven awful days, in which two 
wretched boys have been dead sick—dead sick in burnt cork and 
tallow. Our aspect defies description. 
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TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


——— 


°,° Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stumped envelope ave enough to contain the 
contributions pbnitiol. Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Glad to hear you like it, ARCHIE; Many thanks for cheerful 
note. Very probably, A Victim, They had finished when you 
wrote, Charmed, indeed, A DEAR OLD PALLIE; Thanks for 
joke and cerses tow, Yes, about a thousand, SARACK ; That should 

enough for you. Sorry that we hacen't any &, to spare at 
present, GLIB. Youur mistake, of course, MY HONEY; Zovtsice 
wouldnt tell a fib. 
—— 


“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


borwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 Months, 1s. 8d.; 6 Months, 3s. 3d.; 12 Months, 66. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.'s payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RvE DE LA BANQUE, 
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NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150 


Will be paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Serrants on duty excepted), who shall happen to meet 
with his or her death in a Lailway Accident to the Train in 
which they arc travelling, in any part of the United no PS 
PROVIDED a copy of the current vssue of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF- 
Houmwar”" be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ ALLY SLOPER’s HALF-HOLIDAY” ts published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
following Wednesday morning. : 


——— 


WANTED, A GOOD SPANKING. 


“] declare, Algy, J hardly knew you.” “Glasses make a differ- 
oe ee Ns y A do. For the moment you looked—almost—er 
gent.” 


—io 
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HERE'S A CHANCE. 


A PARAGRAPH is going the rounds of the rere to the effect 
that “a curious autograph” of Henry the Eighth was recently sold 
for £5. ALLY SLOPER hens to intimate that he will sell his auto- 
graph at half the price of King Henry’s, and it is quite as * ewneek 
as the signature of that historical, much-be-married monarch, 
Orders accompanied by cash will receive prompt attention, 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
“Humber Cycling” Costume, 


No. 629.—The 


(1) New Prison Chaplain, And 


what are you here for! 
Murder. 
murder? 
tried to convert me. 


N. P.C. Whom did you 
Convict. A parson who 


(2) Convict. Ha, ha, 
ha! that fellow'’s a_ bit 
too touchy for a prison 
parson, blow me if 'e 
aint. 


Convict. 


WHAT ALLY 


“Good morning, Mr. SLOPER! I've a little romance he 


HAS TO PUT UP WITH, 
made 


up entirely out of my own head. It’s called ‘The Dastard k ; 


or, the Bricklayer's 
pounds!” 


A FINE OPEN COUNT- 


ENANCE, 


Suitable for a letter box or a 


street orderly bin. 


venge.” You can have it for five hundred 


IT WOULD. 
Artiste (sings). 1 didu'tknow, 
so | asked Johnny Jones, 


A Gol, Ah! Marie, wot 
Johnny Jones could really tell 
you, would be wuth knowin’, 


age 


(Saturday, May 16, 1ev¢, 
JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—_s 
After the Press Luncheon, 
Wiggs. I'm afraid Lusher's had a little too much of that cha 
pagne ; he's fairly knocked up altogether. 
Waggs. Yes, he certainly is—what one might call a fiz. 
collapse, eh? ses 


s 
Regfecort Isn't it sad about my puor Percy—he's got concussion .; 
e n. 
Edith (who had once fished for him), Well—yes, dear, of cours, - 
but how very arnt ge in one respect. Pei 
Bink: Y page t be so satisfactory t 
With. Yea, love, it mus 80 0 you to fi , 
really has a brain after all. TORSO Dt ON be 
(Aad then, of course, there was the usual shiniy, 
ss 


m. 
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s 
Tue Debating Class grew mum and glum: 
They saw no chance of agreeing 
On the knotty point: “Can a horse become 
Attached to a human being?” 


But at length A. SLOPER aroze, and showed 
(With an eloquent verve and vim) 

That the Tartar horse which Mazeppa rode 
Had been firmly attached to him 


s 
Mother. Have you been fighting, Tommy ? 
Tommy (choking with his subs). No; I've been fought. 
s 


s 
‘ fens Passenger. 1 say, my man, is that boat going up or 
lown 
Riverside Loafer. Well, she’s a leaky old tub, so I shoulda’ 
wonder if she was goin’ down ; then, agin, her bilers ain't none toy 
good, so she might go up, ° 


“Do = think that young man of yours is really serious?” 

asked the anxious mother. “Don't worry about that, pleas” 

said the lovely girl; “Zam, and that’s quite enough to settle ti: 
iness.” *° 


Seedy-looking Individual, Ah! sir, you may not remember nm. 
now, but though I say it myself, you owes your first rise in life 1, 


me. 
Fashionable Dentiat. What do you mean, man? 
Seedy-looking Individual, Why, sir, 'm the chap that used to 
keep the little hardbake and stickjaw shop over against your firs 
lace of business. What, sir ?—a sovereign, sir?’ Thank yer kindly, 
hat’s wot I call gratitood. o° 


Mistress. Bridget, I understand you have been seen sever! 
times listening at the parlour door. 
Slarey. Shure, mein, and it’s myself would scorn the action; 
but whin I put my ear to the keyhole 1 can’t help overhearing. 
ss 


s 
To replenish his fire the author rose ; 
But, being in novel-inditing throes, 
He performed the action—the truth to say— 
In an absent-minded, mechanical way. 


And the sound of his crackling flesh he heard, 
Before the fact to his mind occurred 
That he'd placed himself on the fire with care, 
And planted the con! on his easy chair !! 

ss 


s 
Manager. Yes, yes, very good Lgliccalepartibat f clever, witty lines 
and pretty lyrics, but no good, my boy, no good. 

Young Author, Why, what's the matter with it? 

Manager. Matter? Good gracious! why the perfect lucidity ani 
coherence of the plot is absolutely fatal. 


= 
Raptures. Oh, my darling: 1 would die for you, I would! 
Sweet One. Would you, really?) Then I'll tell you how to do it. 
sal fc Ah, but I should have to leave you if I did so, aud 
I could never stand that, you know. 


s 
Muggins. Sharpe's had some money left him, hasn't he? 
SFrecklea. Yes, it’s all left him some time ago now. 
Muggins, Oh, dear! oh, dear! and I lent him a fiver on the 
strength of it. 


S aeennA aeRERERnEEEEE 


A SERIAL STORY. 
CHAPTER I, 

“ETHEL,” he murmured, as he drew her towards him in the 
lonely but on the edge of that great unknown land, “ Ethel, you 
know that I am innocent. Mine was not the blow.” 

“T knew it, my darling, my faring ” she sobbed. ns she cluns 
to him, “I know my own ‘brave, true Harold too well!” 

“ Listen, and I will tell you the truth.” 

As she bent her head to listen, there was a noise at the door. a 
soft scratching noise, as though somebody fumbled with the latch. 

“Lost! Harold! Lost!” she cried. 

“No! I will sell my life dearly !"’ : 

Again came that noise. What could it be? Were his enemies on 


his track at last! 
(To be continued.) 


CHAPTER IT. 

No. It was only her little lap-dog, Fido. : Ane 

“ How could 1 have been so heartless as to leave him outside: 
she murmured. 

* e * * * Pee A ; 

“Once on my bonny mare, and 1 care not for pursuit.” cre 
Harold, as he leaped into the saddle, ‘Good-bye, dearest | 

“Good-bye, my love!” ; 

And she watched him down the dark and silent road until he 
vanished in the blackness of the night. : 

On, on he went, the proud mare seeming to know the precios 
burden she carried, and spurning the ground with her uimb!: 
hoofs as she cantered lightly along. , a 

Faster and faster they tlew, ns though on wings. Sudden'y 
Harold started in the saddle. What was that in front of li" 
that black, yawning chasm? Was it Dead Man's Hole? It wi 

Could he rein up his mare in time, or would he be precipiti"' 
toa horrible death? Hark! the sound of horses hoofs behind '::"- 
His pursuers were atter him. He could not turn back. Tv *" 
forward was destruction, to turn back meant a criminal's dot 

(To be continued.) 


Cuarter III. : 
Tue horse stumbled on the verge of the precipice, and Harel! 
alighted on a moss bank unhurt, 


° * ° ° * ° 
He stood upon the scaffold alone, to meet his doom. The !1+t 
impressive words were said by the chaplain, Harold cr’ 
“ Amen !” and the hangman adjusted the fatal noose. He stel'I*" 
back to draw the bolt. One second, and then—eternity wou 


be his! 
(To be continued.) 


Cuarter IV. 
REPRIEVED! reprieved ! ! , scl 
Travel-stained and weary, a man rode into the prison-y’ 
Sir Roland had recove! from his wounds, and had ident!" 
another man as his murderer. 
Harold and Ethel got spliced. 
THE END. 
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LUMPS OF DELIGHT. THE CHEAPEST AND BEST MEDICINE BEFORE THE PUBLIC. 
No. 6. Thousands of Testimontals from all parts of the Wortd. 


+4 For OBVI0Us REAROSE ALL NAWES ARE WITHWELD, SLOPER'S Plus 


373, ~. 
PRICE 934 PER BOX (so PILLS). 


FULL DIRECTIONS ACCOMPANY KacH Box. 
A CERTAIN CURE FOR 
LIVER COMPLAINT, HEADACHE, Ero. 


Carnaby House, Huddersfield, 
April 17th, 1896. 
me feel lade Sret ah Lave Posen be to send two 
re bores a our wo: w loper’ Pills 
return of post, (PES le. td. enclosed, = d 
Yours very reapeetfully, 
JAMES HEALEY. 


A MISNOMER. 


IF YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP THEM, SEND 
9:4. IN STAMPS TO 


GURDEN & CO., 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet St. London, E.C. 


AND A BOX WILL BE SENT BY RETURN. 


| “ss 
Miss M. B., a fine country sit axed 18, with a complexion like a 
i 


pech, and no parents, would like to get hold of someone who he's got a wife—a divorced wife, and thirteen 


Especially to those who wish to know of a 


would take her about a bit. She's a sort of meet-me-in-the-lane- 


feces aN pee safe, certain, and speed . 
Aa ca wD. Pareatp Coline, Maes nse of propriety— TO fulurities and obstructions, 2 ests wih LADIES seater aera 
Address, 3 sare , ¥) a maser gd eons hylan circumstances and in LADIES GOOD PRACTICE. 
_—__— e most difficult an : LADIES Brown. How did y ; ui 
TOOTSIE AT THE ACADEMY. TO OBSTINATE_ CASES LADIES speed? You're the fastest shorthand nan Lover ange peenomenal 
TO NEVER ey TO AFFORD LAD Smith. Oh! 1 used to sit at my desk and try to take down all 
“ WiTHoUT exception the worst exhibition there has ever been.” TO GENERALLY IN A FEW HOURS. LADIES = tbat my mother-in-law said when she was giving me a blowing up. 
* A most interesting exhibition !” TO No case hopeless, failure is simply impossible, LADIES _ 
Here we are again, The same old complaints, and yet, [have TO as Mrs. Snow, of Denmark Hil “Camberwell, LADIES 
ry doubt, bigger crowds than ever will pass the turnstiles. The TO writes: : . ’ LADIES TRIVIAL TOUCHES. 
Academy isa delightful place for an appointment with i! best TO “By adopting your treatment my anxiety LADIES No. 10.—TovucHInG THE OLD AND THE New. 
Bik A coer. bdege A possible harm TO 4nd misery was over within twenty-four hours, THE New, New Woman's eyes will glint, 
ioe yn be if you are TO although for over three months I had been LADIES And, glowering, glare with passion, 
found walking with him, or daily taking pills and other things in vain, LADIES If rash Irreverence dares to hint 
sitting with him, or ree TO Half the quantity you sent proved effective, LADIES She loves the lead of Fashion. 
Leseity the refreshment TO to my intense joy and surprise.” Y LADIES Yet through the heavens the sun shall roll 
‘Sel hat possible harm, TO A sworn guarantee is enclosed with all testi- DIES With Bacchus-born obliqueness, 
ai , unless you are cud- TO monials and medicine, which is inexpensive, LA Before the New, New Woman's soul 
ling up a bit too close? as one bottle at 4s. 6d. (by post, 43, od) is wu. LADIES Resigns the old, old weakness, 
Y a mustn't do that. TO ually sufticient for any case, LADIES Which seers of old, disgusted, eyed, 
mvietpowibly will strike TO “Ful particulars will be gindly forwarded to LADIES When “ Omnia eanitus” they erie 
there are a many aH a Wa sient oer | LADIES veia cyunrceons on een a 
young : le TO Mrs, A. 8. ALLEN, LADIES That folly from her lips oft falls, 
aayfdly, wines stam | TO 145 STOCKWELL ROAD, LADIES Aibranen, base sapersion, 
eel are, eee LONDON, 8.W. LADIES Yee , mortal even, with magic sight, 
them. All unclad they Bef Ne gg aia mala bcs = 
smile, Whatdothe “wad “the e del ew Woman quite 
— jets wb wea on See DR. DA aa . Factsvooring Cninns fennel aratiae 
of the noddings oners ; 
of ine noddings ouers! Oo ViS’S FAM ous PILLS FOR FEMALES With vapid babblings, vain and daft 
omer — of them? Who oid. 1/14, 2/9, 4/6. Sent free aac omens by ce ue sold aed tw hesqece ‘8 tongue will find 
shall sa whose d observation é ot words, in ran usi 
figure cist but little Dr. DAVIS, 3089 PORTOBELLO ROAD, LONDON, W. For whoso dares to ay her mind 
resembles the undressed Or order of any chemist. Is pervious to delusion. 


ee ladies, frowns and 
urries past with her 
cackling and affrighted 
brood. Maud is an 
angel of a girl, but those on 
the canvas no way resemble 
her neck, arma, and feet. 
Laura sings and dances 
and talks foreign lan- 


“There goes the gent what's took the new house H 
A R EAI B 0 1] Nl | 0 | AD i E s they say he's n Bachelor of Arts.” “That's sions ; pore 
9 bachelor. Why, 1 
TO TES i 


children, 


LAD 


Dr. DAVIs's little book for MARRIED WOMEN sent free on receipt 


ot a stamped addressed envelope, 


A VERY DELICATE COMPLIMENT. 

It happened only the other afternoon that a dapper little Hebrew, 
bearing a brown paper parcel under his left arm, climbed the 
editorial staircase of a certain flourishing evening news r, and 
dropped in on the sub-editorial gang just as they were ing for 


Yet scorching men to cross their bikes 
Shall cease, and ships the ocean, 

Before the New, New Woman strikes 
Against the old, old notion 

That falsehoods framed by flattering youths 

Are genuine, wholesome, te 

The New, New Woman grinds her teeth, 
And calls that creature stupid 

Who vows that, all her lore beneath, 


: - guages, but— the tea and shrimps. He was very warm, and a little out of wind There lurks some love for Cupid. 
No. 510.— All a-blowing and a-growing.” hat a God-send the from the lofty staircase clamber, but, removing his hat as he Yet time in dark Oblivion's ura 
GronGe H. BouGHTON, R.A, Elect, | Academyistothe suburban entered, he asked, “Can I see the reporter that the exhibi- Shall hide his head so hoary, 


, tea-tablecritic. How he or 
she “thinks,” “is of opinion,” and “considers.” 1, in my small 
“ay, £0 pretty well everywhere and see pretty well everything, and 
lots and lots that amuse me very much indeed the tea-table critic 
vill tind a thonsand faults with. The most popular people, too, are 
those who are most pitched into, Authors and artists and actors 
catch it rather warm in the hundreds of newspapers there are just 
now, but if they only heard themselves talked over at one of these tea 
Jxirties @ worm on a hook wouldn't be in it with them for a wriggle. 

From what I could see in a hasty glance at a private view (or 
we have to go to press so long beforehand), I do not fancy 


any particular picture can this year be proper: called “the picture 


tion notices: the one as reported the Smokeries Exhibition at the 
Aggerycultural All?” 

Out at present,” growled the gruff young man who put together 
the sporting gossip, as he playfully harpooned his desk with a huge 
pair of blunt scissors. 

“Coming back to-night?” enquired the Judean. 

“Sure to, some time—can't say when.” 

The intruder seemed to turn the matter over in his mind fora 
moment, and then said, “ He gave our firm a very good notice— 
Eikstein and Coheuberg, To nists’ Outfitters—though we 
never ‘ad the pleasure of seeing him at the ‘All, and—er—the firm 
wished to ask his acceptance of a little present which l've got 


First Amateur Musician, What do you find most difficult to 
manage in connection with your new organ—the pedals, the stops, 


or w 


Second Amateur Musician, The neighbours, dear boy. They 


Before our New, New Women learn 
To loathe the old, old story, 

Which Woman, from the lips of Man, 

Has loved to hear, since earth began ! 


oe 


WHERE THE TROUBLE LAY. 


nearly lynched me the first time I put on the swell. 


vt the season.” The late Sir Frede Leighton has a clever here,” and he tapped the Laoag parcel. See 
untinished work hung, which is called “ Clytie,” and Waterhouse's “You can leave it over on that desk if yer like,” said the surly 
Vandora,” Alma-Tadema's “Coliseum,” and Solomon's “ Birth of oung man with the red hair, who did the Art shows and the SLOPER’S ANCESTORS. 
nquests, indicating a paper-littered writing-table in the far corner No. 12. 


love” will please you, The dag gentleman who illustrates my 
articles has selected for his skits, Boughton’s “Gardener's 
papa and Briton \Riviere’s portrait of J. F. Read, Esq., and 


1 don't know what the female division did before the establish- 


AN 


= 


fae 


4 RIVIERE. RA. 


No. 177.—Portrait of a gentleman worried with his dogs. 
BRITON RIVIERE, R.A, 


aif, af the refreshment room. Roved about famished, I suppose. 
, uinbled furtively atan Abernethy biscuit. Now they settle dowr 
‘Huy and wolf tea, bread and butter, and cake, 


of the apartment. 

So the Sheeny man went over and deposited the little parcel on 
the table, with one of the firm's cards, neatly inscribed with the 
firm’s compliments to the unknown littérateur, sticking in the 
string. Then he bade the literary gentlemen good afternoon, and 
cleared out. 

And they say that you wouldn't hear as much chuckling at half- 
a-dozen poultry shows as there was in that room when the tall, 

unt Miss ——, o fine type of the strong minded New 

‘oman, who does the exhibition notices for that paper, returned, 
and, in the presence of those erg sub-editors, opened a 
parcel containing a 2-lb. canister of Kikstein and Cohenberg’s 
Army-Cut Shag and a silver-plated spittoon. 


Se aenEEnsice ceemeeemnaed 


EXPERIENCE TEACHES. 

THE afternoon was literally baking hot, but the small boy came 
tearing down the street, and almost flew to the still running 
hydrant from which the watering-cart had been filling. In haste 
lest the suppl should stop, he glued his LH to the pipe and 
greedily gu P down the cool, refreshing liquid. 

“My boy,” began a good-natured old gentleman, who had been 
an interested spectator of the proceedings throughout, “ you should 
never drink cold water when you're as hot as you are now ; it’s 
very dangerous.” 

“Can't help that, uncle,” snid the irreverent urchin, “I'm bound 
to have a drink, ’cos mother’s been walloppin’ me.” 

“T should have thought that would have made you sad rather 
than thirsty 7?” - 

“ Ah, you dunno nothink, you don’t, mister. There's nothink to 
be sad about; mother can't hit hard enough to make yer sad. 
Her will’s good enough, but her arm lacks the powder. But where 
it comes in is like this : we ain’t got no clothes-brush, and so much 
dust flies out o’ my breechvs when mother starts weltin’ of me, 
that it gets in my throat an’ makes me jolly thirsty, sec!” 

———(—— 


MASTERLY TACTICS. 
“ CAPTAIN, we are out of ammunition,” said the orderly sergeant 
of a company of volunteers to his captain at a late review. 
“ Entirely out?” asked the captain. 
* Yes, entirely out,” answered the sergeant. 
“Then cease firing,” commanded the captain. 


Sie 3 . 


From the Painting by Sir Jushua Renals,at Buckingham Palace. 


RICHARD BOSWORTH SLOPER.,. 
Born 1272. Diep oF FUNK, 1327. 


Il-marked truths ! 
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DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER—CAPTAIN J. S. NICHOLSON. pasegrauad Oe oe hon friends — 


portraits have not yet been inse 


TOOTSIB'S FRIENDS, 


“ Pet, I'm off to the Cape,” said A. SLOPER. “For why?” enquired himself. J, as you are aware, have already done so many a time and 
Mrs. Sloper, who is beginning not to be si at anything the oft.” “Oh! if thet is your only objection consider yourself appointed 
Wreck does. “To interview my young friend, Capt. John Sanctuary Spy-in-chief.”——(2) So A. SLOPER had to 0 0 into the enemy's country 
4 as a Matabele. At the close of the first day, having seen 
t ia, ie Saeeet 8 slay 406 6s Cue, wiheriy srearted be Saas OP Fe 
to be he thought was a savage public- .——(3) He could not find the 
is 1” door, so he gave ita kick. Heavens! It was a red ant-hill! More 
c I not talked about more than fiying.——(4) Like Crusoe, he roosted in a tree that night out of the 
ay other man in the Universe?”—A. SLOPER don't care much for way of lions and things. He was aroused betimes by a native bird. 
Buluwayo. He objects to be chivvied by the Matabele. It is not Sliding hastily down the trunk, for he did not like the look of its 7 
dignified at hia time of life to have to fly for that life in a hot country he recommenced spring — (0) Fesping over a a he Lacey 
aa ; e 


No 443.—Miss WINIFRED Hage. 
“For ever present in my thoughts!” 


at a pace one is not accustomed to.: 1) “Well, Nicholson,” said A. a horde of savages. e Captain!” he mut Back '—The Dook Snook 
SLOPER, “here lam! Now,can I be y ? Command oc 4s tbe we leading a large body of men, commanded bv the ue P : 
dear boy.” “SLOPER,” said that officer, “are you a brave man | in, to the a) “Why, you fool,” cried Nicholson, “they are oven eres sweet madness hath 2a} Bl 


fear not death?” “Why do on ee eer “I wantatrusty spy = friendlies—our al lea.” “How the devil was 1 to know?” cried A. 
Hon. Billy. 


—the post is one of . Will you be he?” “Nicholson, let me SLOPER. indi, tly; “savages look all alike to me, You should “In pity, darlin; that I may hope! 
not stand in the way of any young man who wishes to distinguish brand 'em.” Disgusted he returned to Shoe Lane, salsa seed Y ~The 


PROVERBIAL WISDOM. A LIKELY ASPIRANT. ROUGH ON THE ELDER. 


Bod. You know theold proverb, he, he !—a 


kiss in time saves nine? 
Hettie. Ssh, Bo great silly ; can't “ Dearest Laura,—I know, dear, lam awfully 
waitabit? 1 Was deere Sommebeay locking? pretty. 1 shall pedir see George Edwardes 
[And Bod waited and charged interest and ask him if he'll take me on at the Em- 
as aforesaid, fire, I will write you again to-morrow. 
vingly yours, MILLIE.” 
SLAVEY-RY. 


A CRUEL INSINUATION. 


eal 
—(2) That very nicht the 
ovling like onything a 
.——(3) Then the Elder 


“Heverybody helse but me ‘ad their last that the Elder 
Heaster ‘oliday, an’ now I means to ‘ave mine ; was fairly frichted tae g red aboot, and so came on the howler.—(°) 
up till Witeum, so if you wants any work “ My boy says I should put on more side, “Ye bad sweerin’ backslidin’ robber,” yelled McSnatchum, “hoo can ye use sic language wi' ape 
done in the meantime, you can jus’ do it when refi a a “ Heavens ! o’ yer feet in the grave!” And so, locked in ilk ither's embrace, they wandered awa dood the 
yourself, so there!" Why, he'd make a t Falstaff of you!” mountain side. 
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3 owt tis Obab 


. Booting . the Sian: “Pade lallers. at By delim 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 
“Our Soudan soldiers have, I see, Behaved with s id Lorene Sime lot of go:—Does this official often play Before the Kaiser starts the day ?—The baseball 


things, we find, they can Produce much cheaper in Japan :—Alas ! truly 1s season, so I hear, A first-rate start has made this year.—There you are, ladies 
it said, Uneasy lies the crownéd head :—The season promises to be A good one, it and gentlemen. Tasty little lot, isn't it? See you in your usual places next 
appears to me :—The President in spats ! ah, no! And from the work they had to week, of course. Ta, tal——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


HE NOSF. 


| Hi i 

a (ll 

The Damsel. Whatever makes you sneeze so, Captain Spoonleigh ! WT i | 

The Man. Oh! 1 know—I bwoke my eyeglass yesterday, and the dwaught must . 
iw. 


have given me cold, don’tcherknow. 
AND THE OLD MAN SWORE THE MORE. “Seen the posters for the new piece? They say 
chorus over fifty!” ‘“ Well, of all the——” 
(But of course it only meant numbers. 


.,, , BEAUTY AND THE BEAST. 
N.E.—The beast is the hat when worn at the play, 
and the wearer sitting bang in front of you. 


. What, not sold your 
: picture this year, old man? 
cll, look here, can't you swop it with your local “ Understand this, Enid, I forbid that young man the house!” “Very well, IN THE HANDS OF THE LADY BARBER. 


(5) 
he ae ky & month's crop, just to keep up papa; but it will be rather awkward having tu do our love- making in the Fair Assistant, Who was that minx I saw you out 
ies 


garden, won't it!” with last night, eh? 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


——— 
PRESIDENT KRUGER has long since given ample evidence that 
he is a very clever ani very wily old gentleman. As an exponent 
of the classical and immortal 
game of * Hoot ** he ia fully the 
equal of its inventor — the 
great Arturio; and, as recent 
. experience has shown, more 
~, than a match for Colonial 
Secretaries and other similar 
fry. Oom Paul holds a strong 
hand, and he knows how to 
play his cards with most con- 
summate skill. He makes 
magnanimity. trumps. 


ie lt aan a) 
a. 


s 

THE Tottering Slumper has 
this day, after the gravest 
consideration, bestowed the 
“Award of Merit” upen 
Dick TOWNSEND, _becanar 
he's a goed old sort, 
“ Feyther, shrieked the 
curly-headed Alec, “is this 
‘ere the Dick Townsend as 
hangs out at the White Horse 
Hotel, Leeds? ‘Cos if so, 
he richly deserves that ball: 
old Diplomey of yours. 
know from a private source 
that he’s a man with a big 
F ‘eart and an open pocket; 
and what's more, he provides for the weary traveller a soothing 
beverage known as ‘Gold Medal Ales,’ A glass or two of that, 
Feyther, and the world begins to look a bit more cheers. 
Another thing, he's got 2 Museum of Curios which makes your 
rotten old Relics take a back——" But this was more than 
the most affectionate of parents could stand, and s moment 
later the stillness of a bright May morn was broken by yells of a 
laughing-hyena-ish, hysterical order. The Old 'Un was on the 
job once more. *° 


THE Alhambra Programme has been again strengthened by the 

addition of the Hegelmanns, truly marvellous aerial gymnasts ; 

the Rappo Sisters, clever Russian dancers ; Edwin Barwick, and 

some very delightful Italian Minstrels. At the Eurition Rekioy 
e reole, is exciting huge w mt by 

pacaand other trifles with is, teeth. 


A. SLOPER'S drains are out of orderat “ 99,” but his own personal 
draina are in splendid trim. To allay the public anxiety, we think 
it well to make the announcement, 

The New Baby, to which Mr. Arthur Bouchier recently gave 
birth at the Royalty, is an infant who ought to have no difficulty 


in attaining a ripe 
a 
4 


old age. It is 


very precocious 
bantling, and, quite 
unlike the average 
show child, is brim- 
ful of fun—in fact 
no one in search of 
anevening'’samuse- 
ment should neg- 
lect to call upon 
Mr. Bouchier’s 


heard at the 
a kenty: neboer, 

r 
sad the ros oy 
res; C) 
one of them. 


s 
Lait a 
80N is con’ 

some articles to a 
weekly paper, 
which are wel 
worth reading. He attributes the cause of much of the illness 
in this world to a want of £ s.¢. A. SLOPER has been a nt 
sufferer for years. The F.O.M. calls the complaint Oofiuenca, 
and finds he’s invarinbly attacked with it somewhere about 
Quarter Days. It's difficult to get rid of. 


s 
THAT snug, comfortable, well-managed, and deservedly popular 
North London theatre, the Parkhurst, is catering for its many 
patrons this week with The Water Babes. Anew musical comedy, 
entitled Sport, Uncle Tom's Cabin, Trilby (from the Haymarket), 
Mr. J. L. Toole and the Fatal Card, are among the coming 
attractions. No wonder that the Mesers. Perfect wear smiles of 
huge content at the appearance of their exchequer, and that the 
inhabitants of Holloway, beg f Park, and the surrounding 
districts, swear bv the theatre that looks them so well. 
es 

THE Bedford Music Hall is doing Urea biz under the energetic 
management of Mr. Tom Maltby, I’.0.8., and dwellers in the neigh- 
dourh of Camden Town should 
esteem themselves fortunate in hav- 
ing such a onperel piace of enter- 
tainment so close to their doors. 
are dropped in the other evening 
and w 


7 annons, clever 
. Manager Maltby, and the 
Sisters Rose—one of which charm- 
ing twain adorns our pages. We 
hope the other won't be jealous. 


s 
HEREFORD Howse, Bolton Gar- 
dens, South Kensington, is the 
delightful quarters of the Wheel 
Club, which, as ita name denotes, 
has nm started in the interests 
of cyclists. Tootsie hopes to be 
included among the host of fashion- 

able members. *, 


THE report that Mr. [eter J. 
Rumney,,of coaching and Ridge’s 
Food fame, is studying for the 
Salvation Army, is wholly without 
foundation. The fact of hia perform- 
ing upon the tambourine on his own 
account, whenever he visits the 
Empire and Alhambra at Brighton, 
may have given rise to that impression. 


THE late Shah of Persia is the “only person on whom the Free- 
dom of the Sloperics has ever been conferred. This is because he was 
the only man who, up to now, has deserved the unique distinction, 


2 
THE New Barmaid, with lots of new wheezes and other welcome 
additions, is going great guna. Lottie Collins is really the sweetest 
buffet Belle we've seen, znd Dallas's “ Little Bit of Sugar for the 
Rird” gains goodness knows how many encores nightly, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
OUR LADY’S CORNER. 


ConpucTeD BY Lapy Dowpy, 


—_ 
GOLDEN TRESSES.—Oh ! yes, in order to get a good colour yon 
should let your hair remain in the dye all night. Be very careful 
that it is dry before you put it on inthe morning. Nothing is 
80 apt to give cold as damp hair. 
Youna MoTHER.—That is all nonsense! As if a child would be 
likely to smile when suffering from flatulence ! You may depend 
that your own theory is the correct and the little ing is 
listening to the angels’ whispers. All same I think I should 
give it some Dill water, just to please the nurse, you know. 
ANNIE—I quite agree with you that your husband cs ey 
without cause. Most of them do. You will find the following a 
charming menu for dainty breakfasts fora week : Monday, fried 
bacon ; Iicoday, boiled ogee Wednesday, boiled bacon ; Thurs- 
day, fried eggs ; > ed bacon ; Saturday, roasted cage : 
Sunday, stewed bacon and hed eggs. This is a charming 
dish, and always gives sat: on. ou first poach the eggs 
and then stew the bacon in the gravy. Garnish with the bacon 
i rind tied rm true lovers’ knots, and oat cold, dined SUE 
URORA.—A very acceptable present for your fiancé wi a 
tobacco pouch, which you can make as follows: Obtain an old 
condensed milk tin, cover it with Blackwall’s enamel, and then 
paint butterflies all over it. You need not be very particular 
nbout how you do them, as they won't show. Then go to 
Wilkyns, in Bond Street, and a quire of pink blotting-paper, 
which cut to shape and gum ins e tin. Remember that the 
drier the tobacco the better it bi 6o be sure and put plenty 
of blotting-paper inside. Then go to Freedom's in Regent Street, 
mention my name, and buy two yards of blue and gold brocade. 
Cut this dias and join the selvi then double over and 
herring-bone. Turn inside out 


riend made one like this for a gentleman, and he valued it so 
Bigat ave he never would carry it about with him for fear of 
injuring it. 

Nicotina.— You are quite right; smoking cigarettes is an 
acquired art, and does not come naturally. The best way to 
learn is to bribe your little brother to buy you a packet of cigar- 
ettes, then choose an evening when everyone in the house is out, 
and you are not likely to be interrupted, retire to your bedroom, 
and lock the door. it is as well to disrobe, for you wil 
most likely be unable to do so later on ; then light one end of 
a cigarette, and put the other end into your mouth, and make as 
much smoke as you can, take the smoke into their 
aso ped the masonry never acquire this proficiency in the 
sport. eep on doing this until all the cigarettes are gone, or 
until you feel your coming in two, and the room going 
Lr sro It is as well to leave off then and try some other 


AT THE TOWER. 


Bill (with Guide Book), This ‘ere's the bed the young Princes 
wuz smuthered in. 
*Arriet. Yer don’t say so. 'Ow lucly! 


—_———_— 


OVERHEARD IN THE AREA. 

The Servant Girl eect d anecdotes abvut a former lodger). 
He was a funny man, he was. Used to have soups made without 
meat = ‘em. And you should a-seen that and 
parsnips. 

Tuncler. Perhaps he was a vegetarian. 

The Sercant,Girl, Just as like as not. I know he wasa foreigner 
of some sort. 


man eat cabbage 


= 


ANOTHER INSULT TO THE NEW WOMAN. 


“Well, I'm gormed, Joe; blowed if I don't take to petticoats.” 


(Saturday, May 16, ee, 
CHUCKS. 


(A RoMANCE OF THE Ratt.) 
—~——. 


CHAPTER VI. 

THE intimation that the departed commercial traveller wis) 
Eprotchley « intended husband crushed Chucks for a momen, 
did not entirely finish hin. The pertidious woman who hid 1)... 
with him was still there, and he felt that she should be Fir ia 
He braced up_ his 4 
courage, glared nt 
her with his sternest 
expression, and in 
tragic tones re- 
marked : 

“Woman, you are 
n walking  false- 
hood!" 

“Go Qway, 
Chucks,” said Miss 
Sprotchley. 

“Woman, you 
know that I loved 
you,” said Chuck-, 
tiereely, 

“Go away, 
Chucks; you_ are 
silly,” said Miss 
Sprotchley, in her 
calmest tones, 

would have 
given youall I have 
in the world,” said 
Chucks, in impas- 
sioned tones, 

“ All —all—you— 
you mean the rever- 
sion of your suit of 
corduroys — thanks, 
no. Go away, 
Chucks, you're too 


The climax was reached, 


unny. 
a Twill find out that man’s name and I will be revenged,” xij 


ucks, 
“Go away, Chucks, you have been drinking, and I'll call tt: 
stationmaster,” ‘ 
“Enough,” said Chucks, “I go! farewell, but not for ever,” inj 
Chucks stalked off to the gloomy seclusion of the station pore: 


room. 

And here a revulsion set in, and Chucks was undoubtd: 
crushed, ; 
He was not of the sort who “ wear their heart upon their slars 
for daws to peck at,” so that his fellow porters knew not of tie 
fracture of his hitherto happy relations with the fair but fils 
Sprotchley. And begs could not conceive what had come over th: 
spirits of Chucks. He seemed to havo lost all interests in his 
profession. 

When the 9.53 down train came in he was no longer the first m 
at the first class carriage doors, ready to call a cab and to svinr 
along the baggage ‘of the nm most likely to be liber in 
the matter of tipping. Time was when Chucks would titi 
unerring certainty have selected the belongings of a net. 
married couple ere they appeared at = of luggage. A nes! 
married couple were always good for half a crown on the outs: 
journey to the honeymoon. Then he was an adept at selectit:: 
portmanteau which was likely to be worth a shilling at the k« 
and he had never been known to inake the mistake of ¢: 
along the luggage of 2 man who would reward him with t 
remark that he only done what he was there for us the) 
drove off. 

But all this was changed. He seemed to have lost all rejet 
for the niceties of his occupation. 

e been seen taking some pains to consult the time t:\% 
boards on behalf of an old short-sighted lady, and had given le 
the correct and somewhat elaborate directions she requirs 0 
rench her destination in safety. 

Some of his colleagues shook their heads over the matte» 
establishing a bad precedent. : 
It was observed that in wheeling barrowloads of lugs: 
the station that Chucks refrained from charging with it int: 
places where the densest crowds were con; and had 
times missed an opportunity of hitting fat elderly people inti 
small of their backs with the butt-end of the barrow. ; 

This caused a rumour to get abroad that Chucks was t2.13 
fever or measles, or something. 

But when one day he was seen carrying the scant belon 
® woman in one hand, while he led one of four children alvu: 
the other to a cab, the climax was reached. 

A rumour at once got abroad that Chucks was going mad. 
And Chucks was gradually shunned by all his colle: ol 
even his landlady, who had a nice daughter, became anxious} 
her lodger. The daughter, too, was anxious about Chuck:. 
glamour of a neat-fitting uniform had made Chucks intere: 
Annie Maria Morkins, and she loved him with all the in 
that a uniform can inspire in womankind. 

But Chucks knew not of her emotion, and wncon: 
rejected the comfort that might have been his. 
Chucks brooded in silence. 


(To be continued next week.) 
ae i ee 


DREADFUL, 


Miss Simpson. You scem much worried of late, Ducty-+ ") 
what's the matter? . yd 

Doctor Megrima. My practice is completely ruine. a i 
young lady. My lucum tencns in my absence has bec 34 
every man Jack of my patients, 
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SNATCHERS PALS. 


t 


, 


No 13.—Sprats. 
Snatcher'’s young friend Sprats, is a nervous, timid little creature. 
is doubtful if his name really is Sprats; he himself says it isn’t. 
exandry calls him Sprats and so does Bill Higgins. Once pressed 
a party of Snatchers pals to say what it really was, he replied 
mbly, Wellington Cwsar Rufus Plantagenet. At this, they set 
0 and chivied him. A day or two later, Snatcher met him 
of meat on a skewer, in his mouth. “Too bad of those 
id Snatcher, glancing at the dainty slices. “ You know 2 
Vellington & Co, to be your real name. Look here, let me 
rrv that for you.” And taking the meat gently from Sprats’ 
nth, “Come along,” he cried as well as the skewer would let 
nm, “we shall be late !’” And off he set at full speed. “But I'm 
tina hurry,” cried poor Sprats, “and am not going that way !” 
mehow, Snatcher did not hear him and soon left him far behind, 
«lin turning a corner came bang against the cat’s-meat man. 
h. you're the dorg wot stole it out of my barrer, are yer?” said 
e min, collaring the meat and giving Snatcher a sound kick. 
ced now says Sprats may be nervous and timid, but he’s bally 
ul, 


(To be continued.) 


le 
be HIS LITTLE CONUNDRUM. 
bis ‘Wy. asked the weary young father, ns the lusty voice of his 


ohhinaon, The—aw—only objection I have to this place is—aw 
ut one meets most of one’s twadespeople here. What! 
wunir, Yes, it must be rather trying to have to dodge your 
r several times a day. 

———— 


A BAD TIME FOR THE MEDICOS THEN. 
wt Shavpshing, When will it be the Millennium, dad? 
Nid Shurpshins. When ern one is happy. When everyone is 
sed and nobody married. Everyone rich and none poor. 
Tyone successful, healthy and satistied. 

4 Sharpshins. But then the doctors won't be happy, will 


‘ arpshins, Isn't it bed-time yet ? 


THE HARMONIC HAIR-RESTORER. 
(Music is now asserted to be a cure fur Balduess.J 
Music hath charms to 


It also seems it will, 
with the dis- 
“tress "-ed, 

Cause hair to grow ! 

No end of hair. 
restorers some 
have tried— 

Yet all in vain; 

But if to bald folks 
Music be applied, 

Hair grows again. 

Music's the food of 
Love, xo Shakes- 
peare vowed, 

The food of Locks, ‘tis 
also now al- 
lowed 


So, if to baldness you 
should e’er in- 
cline— 

(And many do!) 
Have played unto you harmonies divine 
. An hour or two. 

] ‘tn0-playing, doubtless, oft would scare 

uti sich inmost sense ; 
ut if you know it will restore your hair, 

P _ Why take offence ? 

+h certain bawling oft you've been appalled— 

Sut let them bawl, so that you are not bald! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


7 Mipp.LeTox Bui.pixes, Laxcuam eee Ww. 


lay lst. 1 
Dear ALLY,—The much-coveted Pps de d@honneur has been 
delivered to me intact, for which kindly accept my grateful thanks. 
T need hardly say the “ Award of Merit” will be accorded the 
| herded position in my den of ma curios, collected during my 
‘ourteen years sojourn in the Land of Humbug. Believe me, dear 
ALLY, always your devoted magician, ELuIs STANYOX, 


— 


UNRECORDED HISTORY. 

THOUGH tittle, if any, mention has been made of the fact, ef 
course we all remember quite well that it was years before the tlood 
that McGinty went “down, down, down to the bottom of the sea,’ 
and, strange to relute, survived the . Other events in his 
remarkable career are less familiar to the public eye. 

It happened on the third day of the that just as Noah was 
going round the cages before turning in, he heard a strange knock. 
ing at one of the portholes on the starboard side of the Ark. 
srrecting Shem to take charge of the steering gear for a bit, he 
cautiously opened the wooden window, and there, dripping with 
wet and crowned with seaw clung poor old McGinty. 
na a guvnor!” he cried, “have yer got room for a little one 

idle ? 

“ Not an inch,” said Noah, rather abruptly. 
irk Hecall ye squeeze ‘em up a bit?” persisted the poor drenched 

shman, 

“ There's no squeeze in ‘em,” growled Noah ; “these blessed ele- 
phants and hippo's take up a of a lot of room, whilst the 
giraffe's had to stick his neck through the lamp-hole.” 

“ Ye could if ye liked,” said Mac, “but yer don’t want to.” 

Noah only grunted and slammed the window, and poor old 
McGinty was forced to go off with a Beckwithian side-stroke. 
Well, as ine remember, it rained, and rained, and rained, as Herbert 
Campbell used to sing : 


sing: 
“There was a lot of wet, oh, a deal of 

The way it tumbled down I never shall forget.” 
and even ducks got drowned. 

Late in the evening on the thirty-ninth day, Noah heard the 
knocking at the port-hole again, and, sure enough, it was good old 
McGinty turned up ogun ! 

“T told ye before, there's no room,” he growled. 

“N y's askin’ for room, ye measly old omadhaun!” cried 
Bear, “I've done without ye up till now, and you can stick 
your ai up the chimbly for all I care; the water's begun to ebb!” 

And such indeed was the fact ; indeed, by the following Monday 
the old boat was stranded. high and dry, on Mount Ararat, hay 
io 5 peceees ton, and Noah had over eight hundred animals 
on his 4 


es 


NO RESUSCITATION. 
THE long-dead art may yet perchance revive, 
Of staining human ies o'er with woad ; 
The long-dead custom yet may come alive, 
Which caused the dudes of vore to go abroad 
Adorned with ankle- 3 and nostril-rings ; 
But never, never from the silent tomb 
Shall rise that deadest of departed things, 
The erstwhile world-renowned TARARA Boom, 


See 


CITUAISHUNS I HAVE LEFT. 
TuE RECKERLEKSHUNS OF ELIZABETH MIFFINS (“GENERAL”), 
CHAPPTUR 13. 


It wos with teerful iand hevy hart that i repared tu mi chambur 
tu pak mi bocks arftur the stormi seen wich i set foarth in orl its 
arowin detale in the larst chapptur. The krule reprochis of mi 
mystrisis had stung mi censitif nachur tu the quick, but the 
Miffins pryde wos arousd in mi brest, and i skornd tu soo foar 
pardun. "a smile of kontent lit mi expresiv feechers as it ekurd tu 
me that i wos suferin foar the forlt of uthers ; i felt i wos wot in 
oldun dais they korid a marter, and i found miself wunderin ‘ow i 
shud luk in a haylow. 

Kut just as i ‘ad tyd the konkludin not in the kord a feerful 
thort tlashed akrost ini brane, that smote mi hart with a dul, chil 
feer. Alfrid, mi own troo beluved Alfrid, i shud se ‘im no moar. 
He wood korl as yushul with the mornin milk, the airy wood 
resound with his toonful cri of “ Yo!” Orl unsuspizhus he wood 
wate foar the opunin of the kichin doar, a swete smile of tendur 
welkum on his butyus lips, and, lo! instid of his own Eliza, Miss 
Lora Jain, or sum uther disserpointin specktickle wood stair ‘im 
in the faise—‘is troo beluvd wun wood be far awai. 

Foar a fu momunts the orful thort korsed me tu real, but with a 
konvulsiv effert i rekuvered mi ng es and mi mynd wos 
maid up. Nevur shud it be said that i left ‘im in silunce, 
unmadunly as it mite seam i determind tu seak ‘im out and icks- 
plane the reesun of mi abrup deparchur. 

It wos quite with a fealin of impashunce that i at lenth shuk the 
dust of the semminary foar yung ladyse orf mi feat, and told the 
kabman tu drive tu the adres o! ware mi Alfrid wos in 
cervis. Alors! wen i arived thare, i wos tu lait, mi beluved ‘ad bean 
gorn a nour; but nuthin dornted, i the naim of 'is ressy- 
dunce and set orf agane without delai. 

Mi hart beet furiush ns the kab dru ki 3 befoar a moddist-lukin 
house in a quiut strete, and mi ‘ands trembuld that vireluntly that 
i skarselvy hold the nocker. The thort that in anuther 
momunt i mite beold mi adord wun wos ulmost tu much foar me, 
and i leend against the railins, fante with minguld hoap and feer. 

A futstep soundid along the passige, and mi hart leeped in 
eckstassy at the sound. The dore upund, and i sprang foarwerd 
egerly ; but alars! i¢ wos not mi Alfrid, but a yung woman hoo 
8 thare on the mat. She had a baby in wun arm, and tu 
smorler childrin klung tu ‘er skerts. 

“Wot kan i du foar yu?” she sez, perlitely. 

“Kan vu tel me," i arsks, grashusly, “if Mr. Alfrid Willy ums, 
Issquire,|lives hear?” 

“Yes,” she sez, “this is the ‘ouse, and Mr. Willyums is belo ‘avin 
‘ia tee; kan i giv ‘ima messige?" 

“If y be so kind,” i sez, “to inform ‘im as Miss Elizabeth 
Miffins wood like a feu words with ‘im, i shood be erbliged.” 

lifes at this simpul request ‘er ole maner seamed tu sudunly 
chainge. 

ce Reels,” she sez; “and wot mite yu want with ‘im, if i may arsk 
the questshun /” 

“that,” i replys, beginin tu git on mi dignitty, “is a privit 
matter betwean me and Mr. Willyums.” 

“Mr. Willyums,” she respons, trying to kum the orty, “ain't got 
no seekrits from me.” 

“In that kaise,” i sez, “yu kan tel ‘im the yung lJaidy wot he's 
ingaiged tu wonts tu see ‘im most pertickler.” 

“The wot?” she sez, startin, “And hoo's the yung laidy wot 
he's ingaiged tu!” 

“Lam,” i sez, with a bekumin blush. 

“Ho! indeed,” she snears ; “and du yu no hoo iam?” 

“ His sister, p'rape,” i sez. 

“No,” she arnsers, “ Jam his lawful wife.” 

(Zo be continued next week.) 


—_——1——— 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

War is John Burns like a boy at table waiting for Yorkshire 
pudding ?—Becauze he sits for Batter—see! 

CAN it be that Mr. G. R. Sims is the patron saint of Scotland? 
deed Seer Trem) when in doubt or distress, generally cry out 
* Dag-on-it!” 

A CHATTER-Box: The box at the “ar office in which letters 
fur Coe, the sporting chat-er, are deposited. 
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BIROS SLOPER'S CAUGHT AND KEPT, 
“WHERE'S THE SALT, FEYTHER? "— ALEC. 
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No. 11.—THE PIGEon. 


+ “Believe me, in my salad days, 
I was a ‘ pigeon’ too ; 
And might have been in many ways 
A fitting mate for you.” 


—A. SLOPER, Poet Laurcate, ete. 
—— 


A TALE OF THE JUBILEE. 

It was, of course, a coincidence that younz Mr. Frederick 
Backerstumer should ask to be allowed to attend his great aunt's 
funeral upon the very day fixed for the decision of that popular 
sporting event, the Jubilee Stakes. It was a coincidence, we 
repeat, but viewed from an unprejudiced standpoint it was not one 
to awaken any great amount of suspicion. (reat aunts do die 
occasionally, except when one is anxiously waiting for their money, 
and granted that the old lady had turned up her toes, the fact that 
poate idea errabiaen csp ere youeser Saturday ieee taken in 
COL w young erstumer’s sporting proclivities, a 
coincidence and nothing more. ee ; 

Not that the boss was in the least degree likely to draw uniavour- 
arene 

: ri mo; 
ist, anti-gambler, anti- 
Raita denen hin 


other t 
the awe of the office, ps 
a shining light in the reli- 
ious circles of the neigh- 
urhood where he resi: 

it was doubtful if he had 
ever heard of such a race as 
the Jubilee, much more that 
he should know the date of 
it. He acceded readily 
enough to Freddy's request, 

a few words on the 
beauty of resignation under 
misfortune, and the poor 
bereaved young fellow be- 
comingly expressed his 
thanks. 

It was a remarkable thing, 
though, that some ten min- 
utes before the first race, 
Freddy might have been 
seen in the silver ring at 
Kempton Park, taking the odds to five bob about a likely outsider, 
We will not go so far as to say that he had not assisted in the 
obsequies of his defunct relative that day, we will merely charit- 
ably conclude that the sad ceremony took place at a very early 
pour and that he felt in sore need of something tu restore his 
spirits. 

P But what really was astonishing though, was that on strolling 
across the course he should meet the eye of an elderly gentleman, 
who, seated in a smart landau, was discuasing 1 champagne lunch 
with an extremely fascinating but showily-dressed youag lady, at 
whom the elect of the chapel would have turned up the whites of 
their eyes in horror. The recognition was mutual ; the elderly old 
gentleman was Freddy's boss. 

Of course he got the sack next day? Well, no; that’s the funny 
part of it, he didn't. And what is stil! more remarkable, his salary 
was inc very substantially instead. Unkind folks might say 
that it was the price of his silence, that the old gentleman's fair 
companion was not even a relation, and that—but there, some 
people are so very slanderous. 


——= 


MORE WORK FOR THE ANTI-GAMBLING LEAGUE. 


First Old Party Cxiehing an exciting argument with Second 
Ditto, regarding the respective military merits of Julius Carsar 
and Napoleon). Nothing can alter my opinion, sir. I shall always 
maintain that Julius Cesar was the greater of the two! 

Racing Man (who haz been an attentive listener), An’ it's a quid 
toa pinch o' snuff you're right, capting! He was the best threc- 
year-old of his year, an’ didn’t run up to within a stun of his true 
form when Kisber beat ‘im in the Derby ! 
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A MODERN STREET DkAMA WITHOUT WorDs. 


No. 429.—PRoFeEssor Vox, F.O.S. 

“The gentleman whose features are delineated 
above, first saw the light (it was 3s. 6@. per thousand 
feet) in the ‘dear, old, dirty city of Dublin,’ and at 
a very early age he commenced using his voice, 
making a variety of noises more or less intelligible 
and pleasing to those who were compelled to listen 
tu them. However, as he grew older, his voice 
became more agreeable and useful, and he eventually 

to make people laugh at the witty sayings and 
doings of a set of ventriloquial figures manipulated 
by him, until he finally reached the high position 
he now holds in the ‘music-hall world.’ Chietly 
because he is the Cleverest ang | Ventriloquist 
before the public, he was created F.O.8., and the 


‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented tv him March 
2lst, 1891,"—Debrett Improved, 


Act IV, 


THAT AWFUL INVENTION. 


rey 


“Which is the way to pore the siresm, my boy?” 
“ ump.” 


Sir Hornsey Rise. Money alone won't wales 
gentleman. : 


Wr. Enviall, No, sir, true! It makes a baront. 


_ YOU NEED NOT BELIEVE THIS. 


GIRLS BOB'S HAD TEA WITH. 


The number of cigarettes this girl got through was 
appalling. She also did her 8. & B. with ease, and 
said she preferred it to tea and Sally-lunns, She is 
not at all bash ful, and the blushing was entirely on 
the male side this time. 


“Wait a second, dear, there's a man photographing the street ; let's stop and be 
taken.” “Oh! but supposing its a Rootgen photo?” = 


THE LATEST ADDITION AT THE ZOO. 


There is a good youthlet of Ham, 
As gentle and mild as a lawn, 


Mr. Tombs, the undertaker (calling upon Captain 
Lusty, whose lectures upon * Pushing Success,” he , ; ahem next dove ioiks PAS 
has recently attended.) Are you wanting any little Tie Battersea Duck (Quackus Sloperius). Guin trecbone nll de 
ob taeay Une yeh morse Presented by A. SLOPER, sq. Even that doesn't make him say dam). 
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